
The first three things that come to mind (in order of importance) when I hear the 
phrase artificial intelligence are: 1.) Enslaved replicants in a Philip K. Dick universe 
rising up against and squashing the human oppressor. 2.) Artificial limbs— 
especially extremities that can be controlled remotely by some kind of brain 
implant. 3.) Vacuum cleaners that sail around the house collecting dust while you 
are at work. A cosmology of non-stop thrills with profound implications for our 
human stamina and quite likely our salvation.
 How that world of brilliance and machinery morphed into a collection of  
stories and poems about emotional posturing, defense mechanisms, protracted 
confessions, and a surprising bouquet of j’accuse themes and variations, is a  
mystery. Quite possibly, the act of reading in the midst of a technological frenzy 
forces reinterpretation of any futuristic utopia. Progress isn’t speed; it’s psychological 
acrobatics—the wherewithal to not only survive our moment of tenuous intel-
ligence but to live and love creatively, to claw at the surfaces of technology.
 It seems inevitable that when I think a theme is going to lead us to a lively, even 
playful issue (which is how I envisioned this issue turning out when we planned it 
last year), we end up in the pits of despair. I find this a rather despairing (though 
exquisite) issue. (Not even Jack Garrett’s playful romp “Happiness” warms the soul.) 
Though you, dear reader, might remind me that the funnest part of Philip K. Dick 
is his bleak, blighted vision of the world and the way he hid safely from all potential 
minglings of Man and Progress behind a forcefield of crazy. Those vacuums that 
clean for themselves are preposterous, extravagant, and kind of loveless. And that 
we have a greater need than ever before in human history for artificial limbs (the 
extremities in particular) because of the newfangled anti-personnel technologies of 
war and terror.

Ralph Baer, the man who invented the electronic game Simon (on our cover), is 
known as the Father of the Video Game. In addition to Simon, which was launched 
at Studio 54 (disco dystopia) in 1978, he invented the prototype for the joystick, 
known as the Brown Box—a multiplayer, multiprogram video game system. One 
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of the 1967 prototypes that you can see in the archives of the National Museum 
of American History has a shotgun wired to the little brown melamine control. 
The punch plastic homemade label on that iteration is called “target practice.” I  
mention it because it is striking—and because drones (more advances in artificial 
intelligence) belong in the category of new-fangled war games and because video 
games for better or worse are the bridge between gadget and cultural watershed. I 
played Simon for hours when I was eight; it may have been one of my all time favorite 
Christmas presents. I love it as a symbol for this issue because it embodies the 
if:then algorithm of primitive computer language, as well as the mindless  seduc-
tion of repeat-after-me, and the blinking lights and primary colors that represent 
the eternal hope of childrens’ toys. Simon is a perfect expression of futurism for our 
moment, redredyellowredbluegreenblueblue faster and faster bleeping and blinking 
into the abyss of time spent. It is an artificial intelligence indeed. 

Minna Proctor
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